GUSTAVE  FLAUBERT
And a gentleman muttered, as he glanced across
at the inhabitants of the faubourgs:
"Socialist rascals! If it were only possible, this
time, to exterminate them!"
Frederick could not, for the life of him, understand
the necessity of so much rancour and vituperative
language. His feeling of disgust against Paris was in-
tensified by these occurrences, and two days later he
set out for Nogent by the first train.
The houses soon became lost to view; the country
stretched out before his gaze. Alone in his carriage,
with his feet on the seat in front of him, he pondered
over the events of the last few days, and then on his
entire past. The recollection of Louise came back to
his mind.
"She, indeed, loved me truly! I was wrong not
to snatch at this chance of happiness. Pooh! let us
not think any more about it!"
Then, five minutes afterwards: "Who knows,
after all? Why not, later?"
His reverie, like his eyes, wandered afar towards
vague horizons.
"She was artless, a peasant girl, almost a savage;
but so good!"
In proportion as he drew nearer to Nogent, her
image drew closer to him. As they were passing
through the meadows of Sourdun, he saw her once
more in imagination under the poplar-trees, as in the
old days, cutting rushes on the edges of the pools*
And now they had reached their destination; he
stepped out of the train.
Then he leaned with his elbows on the bridge, to
gaze again at the isle and the garden where they had
walked together one sunshiny day, and the dizzy